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(None) 


DISCLAIMER: This is not real.. as far as you and | know. 


The shadows are my best friend as | stand back in the corner, watching as Hugo straddles the barstool, 
inhaling his first beer of the night. His tight jeans are riding low on his hips, revealing the small of his back 
beneath the tiny black band shirt he is wearing. He converses freely with the bartender, a cute blonde girl, 
who flashes him her cleavage everytime she places another beer in front of him. | know he would lay her in a 
minute and | don't care, but jealousy stabs me as | see two teenage girls walk up to him. Immediately he 
stands and embraces them both as they introduce themselves. | know that they would give anything to be me.. 
to get to tour with him, talk to him, watch him, touch him.. etc. every waking day of their lives. In a way what 
he has with the fans is even more beautiful than what he has with his own band memebers. They are special 
to him and he makes sure they know so. | would give anything to have Hugo's fingers gently trail down my 
back as he hugs me or to have his lips carress my cheek, but all | get are casual hugs, quick high-fives, and 


playful taps on the ass. 


Minutes, nearly an hour pass and still | stand in the shadows gazing out at Hugo. Laughter echoes through the 
room and he brushes his long brown hair out of his face. With the motion of his hand pulling his hair back, his 


head turns slightly and dark brown eyes meet mine. He smiles as if he knows that | want him and | can feel 
the heat rise in my body to my cheeks. As if a cold breeze just passed by me | tremble and goosebumps 
form on my body. Before | know it, Hugo is standing next to me. "Come on man, have a drink with me," he says. 
An offer | cannot refuse, | follow him to the bar and sit on the stool beside him.The bartender sets a beer 
down in front of me, trying to use the same tactics she used on Hugo, probably just for extra tips. | roll my 
eyes and set forth just what is needed to pay the bill. "So, what are you doing over there? You feelin’ okay?" 


| smile and take a drink of my beer. "Yeah, | am fine. | just needed to get some air." | cannot believe that after 
all these years, this is the first time he noticed me watching him. Watching him progress into drunkeness 
every night is a ritual for me. 


He nods his head and takes another sip of his beer. "Yeah, tell me about. It is a little warm in here." You have 
no idea, | think to myself. | finish the beer and the bartender sets another one in front of me, but | shove it 


away. 


"lm good, thanks." She stares at me with a scowl on her face and | toss a five dollar bill next to Hugo's ten. 
Hugo stands and | turn to see two more fans. | bite my lip and close my eyes as he embraces them as well. 
And again, his fingertips gently falling down their backs sends shivers down my spine. | can't take being so close 
to him without that touch, | never could. He made the desire dance through my entire body like fire and | 
could feel my eyes getting heavy. Slowly | get up and brush past him, purposely acting as | needed the support 
of his body to stand. He sees me leave and slaps me casually on the back and grins at me. | simply smile and 


return to the bus to relax a bit before we are to go onstage. 


My head hits the edge of my bunk as | drop into bed and | wince in pain. "Fuck," | curse out loud and rub the 
spot where the wood hit. "Damn thing." | try to concentrate on something or somebody besides Hugo, so that 
my body can cool down, but | find it to be impossible. He is always on my mind and nothing will change that. 
Just his voice drives me to the point of combustion.. makes it hard for me to concentrate on stage, but once 
he starts singing, his voice drives me to play my best every night and the emotion that he feels flows 
through my body. Hugo is power and seduction. That combination is what makes so many, including myself 
crave him. My eyes begin to close as mu thoughts become deeper and | find myself drifting to a place of 
peace and comfort. In my mind, | am laying in Hugo's arms, our bodies collapsing together in a soft downy 
comforter, disturbing the perfection. Then just as he is about to kiss me, | feel myself being shaken awake and 
as | open my eyes, | am gazing up into brown, earthen eyes. 


"Come on, get up.. time to go on stage," Hugo says, dragging me out of bed. | rub my head as he pulls me out 
the door of the bus and into the venue. | don't even have time to take a piss before | find myself before the 
crowd, my eyes adjusting to the light. | glance quickly at Hugo before | place my guitar over my shoulder. | 
almost do a double-take when | see that he has changed clothes. Leather pants hugged his ass like a second 
skin and the urge to run over there and slap him crosses my mind more than a few times. The shirt is the 
same, revealing the small of his back and accentuating his shoulders very nicely. The thud of the drums brings 
me back to the real world and | shakily begin to play my guitar. My mind is racing and | feel as if every nerve 
in my body is twitching. Then the deep, addicting, seductive sound of Hugo's voice intoxicates me and almost 


instantly | become lost in the music. | will never understand how he can calm me down that simply. The power 


the man has over me is incredible. | can only imagine what he could do to me in bed. | shake my head. No. Not 
now. | cannot have these thoughts right now, | tell myself. | must concentrate on his voice before | get 


nervous again. | sigh deeply and close my eyes. Once again | am lost in ecstacy. 


Before | know it | hear the crowd chanting "Tantric! Tantric!" over and over again and | am being escorted 
backstage by none other than Hugo. It is amazing how time passes when all you can see is darkness and all you 


can hear is heaven. 


"I am gonna go back out there and hang for a while. You gonna come or you wanna stay in here?" Hugo asks 


me as we near the tour bus. 
| bite my lip. The urge to go with him is strong, but | resist. "No, | don't feel that great. You guys go ahead" 


He slaps me gently on the back. "Alright, get some rest," he mumbles. His eyes are cloudy and narrowed 
slightly. He is already drunk. | shake my head and chuckle to myself as he walks back to the venue where a 


hundred or so of our fans await him. 


Falling down on my bunk, | manage not to hit my head this time and almost immediately | drift off to sleep 
with Hugo in my dreams. His lips press against mine, fall down to my collarbone, and drift slowly down to my 
nipples. My body jerks up as if this was really happening and | awaken, panting. "Fuck," | mumble and rub my 
chest. Trembling with false pleasure | get up and relieve myself of my throbbing erection | am not a fucking 
teenager, | think to myself. Why is this happening to me? After spalshing water on my face, | go back to the 
bunk and turn on the TV. | don't know what is on and | don't really care, so | spend most of the time flipping 


channels. 


Boredom is setting in and lam about to turn in and go to sleep when the door flies open and Hugo stumbles in. 
Quickly, | run to help him up and he rests on me the entire way to the bunks. He says something, but | can't 
understand what. Drunk? Yes, more drunken than | have ever seen him. | try to help him up the ladder to his 
bunk, but it is useless. He falls on top of me and we both collapse into my bed. | almost push him off of me, 
but | catch myself. This feels nice. Sure, his breath smells like alcohol, but he is on top of me, body pressed 


against my own and it feels amazing. He tries and fails to get up, collapsing on me again. 


Then without any warning whatsoever, his lips crash down on mine and his tongue is probing for access. It 
doesn't take much coaxing for me to open my mouth to him and our tongues begin to dance. Maybe he thinks | 
am some fan he brought in or his girlfriend, but it doesn't matter. All that matters is that Hugo is kissing me, 
probing deep in my throat and caressing every cavern of my mouth. | moan lightly as he grasps at my t-shirt 
and shoves me into the bed. Roughly he tears at the shirt and throws it across the room once he has 
removed it. Fingertips graze down my chest and to the waistband of my jeans. Quickly, he removes them too, 
leaving me completely exposed to him. For being drunk, he sure can control himself in the bedroom, | think to 
myself as he strips the clothing from his body. Every inch of revealed skin makes me tremble. Cautiously, | 


run my hands across his smooth skin devouring what | can of him before he sobers up. 


Slowly, like a predatory panther, he crawls up my body and straddles my hips. a gasp escapes my lips and | 


arch my back off of the bed as our cocks rub together. Does he not realize even now that | am male? | 
shrug. Oh, well. What he doesn't know, will not kill him. | gain some confidence now and yank him down by his 
hair, biting at his bottom lip until he rewards me with his tongue. He bites my tongue gently and my fingernail 
sink into his skull, causing him to whimper. "Fuck," | mutter. | have never in all our travels heard him whimper 
and that was simply beautiful. My nails delve deeper yet into him. Again he whimpers and his lips skim down 
my neck, to my collarbone, where he pierces me with his teeth. | arch violently into the touch and my hands 
grasp at his back, urging him further down my body. His tongue is warm, swirling against my sensitive nipples 


and his breath is cool, sending shivers down my spine as he blows across the moistened area. 


| can feel his cock pulsing against my thigh and my own is painfully hard. His lips are attacking my hips and no 
longer can | control my breathing. He has my mind racing and senses reeling in complete fervor. | feel as drunk 
as he probably is, intoxicated by the feel of his skin, warm against my own, his voice deep and enchanting, 
tumbling through my head with every moan and whimper, and the smell of sweat and alcohol that excites 
every nerve ending in my body. Colors seem to fly by my half-lidded eyes as ever so slowly Hugo's cock 
pushes through the ring of muscle and into my body. Slowly, he pumps his cock into me, and my eyes flutter 
shut. This is more beautiful than | could have ever imagined. | have been with guys before, but never like this. 
Never with someone | loved so much. My hands grasp tightly at the bed sheets and my back arches as he 
begins to thrust harder. "Fuck," | mumble, biting my lip. | do not want to be too loud Never know who is near 


the bus. | can taste the blood on my lips | am biting so hard and tears stream down my face. 


The pain is beautiful, so beautiful, but the pleasure is even more so. Never in my life have | felt so needed, 
yet so unwanted. Does he even realize that it is me? That is why | cry. | have wanted this for as long as | can 
remember, but is it worth it if he thinks | am just some girl or some random guy? | sigh as he bends to kiss 
my neck and it doesn't even matter anymore. His hips rock the bunk and the headboard is beginning to hit the 
wall. | grip the sheets tighter and clamp my muscles around him. "God, damn!" | can't help but yell out this 
time as his beautiful brown eyes drive deep into my soul, more powerfully than his cock pounds into my ass. 
Slowly, his pace begins to slow as his breathing becomes labored. | know he is close. | have heard that 
breathing before in the bunk above me,but to hear it and know that | am the cause was enough to make me 


explode beneath him. 


"Ugh, god," he moans digging his nails into my hips. My legs are tangled around his waist and he holds tightly to 
me as progressively he works up a menacing pace. One hand leaves my body and brushes through his long 
damp hair. He seems lost, head thrown back in pleasure as my muscles clamp around him and his cock hits 
that sweet spot deep within that has been lost to any feeling for so long. | fly up off of the bed and my hands 
grasp at his shoulders. Falling into me, his cock drives faster as he lays on top of me, teeth mauling at my 


neck. One last time he slams me roughly into the bed and joins in my brutally fierce orgasm. 


| hear the door slam shut and close the curtains around our bodies, hoping that the other guys will be too 
drunk to hear our blissfully heavy breathing or even wonder where we are. | was correct in my assumption 
that they would be too tired and drunk to care and sigh with relief. | roll over so that Hugo and | lay side by 
side, his eyes already closed and wrap his arms around my waist. | wander off into dreamland again, this time 
in peace and comfort. | feel great securitin his arms and the thought never crossed my mind that morning 


would come soon, not until | woke up hours later and realized that Hugo would want some sort of explanation 


for this. Worry is the least of how | would describe my emotions as his chocolate eyes opened to my sapphire 
ones. "Mornin Todd," he mumbles and traces my cheek with his thumb. 


| blink not knowing what to do or say. His lips crash into mine and once again | become intoxicated by him. He 
knew. Last night... last night was just an act. | should have seen it.. the clarity in his eyes this morning told me 
that he was as sober as | was. | guess it takes more than just a few beers to get him drunk That can only 
mean one thing, the drunken look in his eyes when he collapsed on me with intense orgasm last night was from 
the same reason | felt so drunk. | knew then that last night was not the first night that he saw me staring at 


him from the shadows. 


